MISS SABB.INA FAIR.

ABRINA, this Is

Mr. Oaks—Mr,

Oaks, my daugh-

ter," sald Mrs. Falr.

{ The young man,

who was paying his

first eall on his
nelghbors, whaosa
acre of land ad-
joinéd the western

border of hia im-

mense farm, could

hardly repress @
smile.

Plaln as he looked, he had read more

than most of the folk In Longbridge,

and knew Milton by heart.

*'Sabrina falr, listen where thou art
gitting, under the grassy, cool,
translucent waves,

In twisting bralds of lllles knitting the
loose train of thy amber-dropping
hair,"

he sllently quoted from *“Comus.'

Aloud he said:

“Yours Is quite a striking name, Miss
Falr.”

“Well,”" Mra, Falr sald, I always did
hate Jimg and Johns and Marys and
Sallys, and I wanted something extra
for my first girl. Just then we had a
doll-falr at the church, and the min-
ister's wife, Mrs. May, named the dolls,

“There was one lovely doll, and some
one said: ‘Why, her halr I8 amber-
coloy,'

““I'l name her Sabrina, then,' sald
AMrs, May.

“It struck me as a lovely namse, and
I had my Laby christened by it. It'sa
Bible name, 1 suppose, a8 the miniater's
wife chose it. She had Ruth, and Na-
omi, and Rebecca, and lots of others."

Young Onks sald: "Ah, yes, natur-
ally!'—and Mrs, Falr went on:

“Sabrina's halr [s sort of amber-col-
ored, too, I you notlea.""

“Who could help noticilng 1t?" asked
the farmer. Sabrina tossed her head
and gave Mr, Ouks a hgughty look.

and only sald “ah!" “yés"” or "no,"” when
common civility obliged her to do eo,

Oaks understood her very well; he
knew she was nelther stupld nor shy.
“She was taking alrs,” she wished to
drive him away.

Every one knows that the ordinary
man is only led on by the thought that
& woman is running away from him.
Oaks was2 not superior to his gex in gen-
eral. He pretended not to notice, talked
to the mother, looked at the daughter,
made the latter very acceptable offer-
ings of frult and vegetables, and bided
his time,

Robert Oaks was obstinate—so was
Babrina Falr. By slow degrees she be-
gan to see that he was very fine looking.
to know that he had educated himself
very thoroughly, and to discover that
he had n good disposition. She secretly
wished that she had not begun tu treat
him with contempt, but, having begun,
she went on to the bitter end. Silence
had falled, she began to use earcasm,
bitter speeches, contemptuous remurks.

He took them good-humoredly, and
once gald to her mother:

“TI had no ldea that Miss Sabrina was
B0 witty."

“When a man I8 In love with a wom-
an, she ean’t do anything wrong," Mrs,
Fafr sald one night, as Sabrina lay at
her slde In the darkness, "“And when
he is not, she can’t do anything right."

“The next compliment Robert Oaks
pays me, I'll slap him {n the face,” Sa-
brina sald.

*“I belleve you capable of It," sald
Mra. Falr.

In a moment more Sabrina heard her
crying softly.

“Why, mamma!" she sald.

“If you really knew how bad things
were Breny,"” the elder woman an-
swereld, "I don't belleve we can get
along three months more—I do not; and
there's plenty for both of us offered—
and such a man! And you haven't an-
other heau—oh, Breny."

Breny pretended to be asleep, Sceret-
ly, she was repenting bitterly.

By this time she knew that her moth-

From that moment she spoke only
when addressed, and then In monosyl-
lables.

“Oh, mamma, how could wyou!" she
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er only sald what was true about Rob-
| ert Oaks; but, nevertheless, she refused
to come Inta the parlor at all when next
he culled.
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cried, when thelr guest was gone.
“Talling o young man to notlce my
halr—and about my name. 1 know he
thought it queer, for hls mouth went
up at the corners.”

“I know he admired you,'" sald Mra
Falr. “Sabrina, don't be be a goose;
wo are ag poor as we well can be and
live, and here g 2 fine young man whe
was struck at first sight. Everybhody
ppeaks well of him, The farm {8 all his
own; he has no one but a sister, who s
engiged to be married. Sueh a chanes
for yvou, and here you are turning up
your noae at him already.”

“Well, mamma,'" the girl replled, “I
can't help it, You made me angry, and
he made me angry, and I ghalt just hate

Lim from mow on, Besldes, heevidently |

thinks I am anxlous for his attentlons,
I'll show hm I'm not; I have a little
pride. “Whao oould help notielng it,' in-
Jdeed! and be stared ot mo as i 1 was
a calf offere=1 for sale.”

“I think It was qulte an elegnet com-
plment,” sald Mrs, Fulr,

“I do not,' ¥uld Sabrina, “Henad no
right th pay me compliments the fleat
time he gaw me."”

“Such a high character people glve
fim," sald Mrs. B 1lr “I thisik he's fine
Jooking, too, Brany."

*He's not!" the glirl peplled. I den't
avant to marry n farmer, anyhow; I like
the eity. I shall choose a doctor or o
fawyer, or something like that."”

Y“The worst of it I8, the men chooss
ug; we have dnly yea or no to say,”
glghed Mrs, Falr, “And whoever comes
here, Breny ? Do you want to e an old
mald?”’

“Just ng soon as not,” Sabrina an-
swered, tosging her small head. “Any-
how, I'll never take any notlee of Ar.
Oaks.”

She kept her word, Young Oaks, who
had tallen In love with her at first sight,
ealled constantly, warmly welecomed by
Mrg. Falr, Sabrina was obliged to go
inte the parlor on thes: oeeaslons, but
ghe sat by the window and crocheted,

That day Robert held out both hands
to Mre, Falr as he sald good-byae.

“I suppose I might as well stay
away,” he sald, "I think I must glve up
an {dea I had of making friends with
Misg Sabrina.'

Mrs, Falr was too forlorn to deny the
truth.

“I appreclate you, M. Oaks, she
sald,

“Thank you,” he replied, and was
Bone.

Weeks passed, he did not call agaln,
but secretly he still watehed and walt-
ed, expecting some recall from Sabrina.

He dld not know that in order to
keep the cottage alittlp longer the Falrs
were living on bread and molasses and
rye coffes, Suck diet d1d not agree with
Mra, Falr—she fell (1L

The doctor cume aml ordered wine
and chieken broth. Sabrina walked Into
the village that afterncon and sold a
palr of earrings to the jeweler nnd
bought the wine. As for the chicken,
she hod a plan. Sabrlna wes 4 queer
creature, and I an sure that when I
tell my renders what she lntended to
do they will be quite certsin that she
wae destitute of moral priaciple.

Babrina Falr Intended to #teal thosa
chickens, nand to steal them from Mr
Rohert Oaks,

The great, clean,

angl by jooenlng a paling she could
easlly slip in.

At midnight she set out upon her er-
! rand, clonked and wvelled, as szhe be-
lieved, beyond recognitien,

Trembling with agitation, she grabbed
n rather small and skipey lttle hen,
| and stumbled home “Wwith It, turning
faint as she reached her doarstep,

However, the chicken broth did her
motder good, and she explalned that
she had sold her earrings, giving Mra.
Falr an Idez that a fabulous price had
heen pald for them; and from that time
the two wymen llven on chlckens and
fresh eggs, There were plways o few

well-appointed |
coops wete close to the cottags ;.;:ll“].t'n. }

eggs to be found on the Oaks place
without much searching.

By degreer Sabrina grew bold. Her
heart no longer palpitated with fear
when she drew away the palings and
glipped through the aperature Ingo
Farmer Ouks' hencoop.

“I'll get a good roaster for Sunday,
mamma,” she sald one day, “if you'rs
not tired of chicken."

“I llke poultry better than meat.,” the
unsuspicious lady replied. "It's a shame
you should part with your jewelry,
though.”

“Oh, earrings are out of fashlon, you
know," sald Sabrina.

Her mother dld not ask of whom her
daughter bought the fowls, nor did she
guess how at midnight sahe opened the
kitchen door and hurrled away to the
scene of her former depredations, with
a cool audacity born of success in evll-
dolng.

In ten minutes she had a fine speckled
hen in her basket, had pocketed six
eggs ,and was sgtooping to creep under
the fence, when a volee behind her sajd:

“Poultry !sn't worth much, to my
mind. without proper fixings, I've gt
the basket all ready for you. The thinys
are fresh, anyway. The cranberries I
got over in the meadow, and there's
sugar for them ns well

Sabrina Falr uttered a scream and
leaned against the fonce, white as a
ghoet In the moonlight.

Farmer Oaks tood before her; his
hat on the back of hls head, his hands
in his pockets, smiling benevolently.

An Instant more and a flood of hot
tears burst from Sabrina's eyves, Never
was human being so bitterly mortified
before,

“Mother was almost starving,” she
gald, “She's been sick, and there was
no money. That's my only excuse.”

"“Why didn't you come to the fence
and tell me to bring over what she
wanted? sald Oake, "The idea of your
mother wanting anything I had plenty
of!"

1t oceurred to Sabrina to look
haughty, but she could not manage it.
The tears fell faster than ever, Oaks
drew an immaculately elean handker-
chief from his pocket and wiped them
WWRY.

“Don't,” he sald, tenderly. *“Look
here, Breny, 'all of this Is mine and
thine:' "

Sabrina was not oware that he was
quoting from the “Lord of Burlelgh"
but the speech was pretty and she al-
lowed the young man to put his arm
about her walst,

“You've llked me better than you
would let me gee for a long while, my
dear,'” he sald, “I've loved you since
the day we met.

“Tomorrow I am eoming over to ask
your mother when I can have you both,
Sister Jessle 18 to be married soon, and
I need a wife and a mother-ln-law—
and there's no woman In the world 1
could love but you." Then he kissed
her, picked up his burdens, and led the
wny under the fence, Subrina followlng
meekly,

When Oaks had gone away, leaving
the bLaskets on the kitchen flpor, she
slood looking after him untll she heard
her mother calling downstairs;

“Rreny, what are you sittting up so
late for?"

“I've been to take a moonlight walk,
mamma,'’ Babrina replied.

“At this time of night—are you
crazy? Mrs. Falr Inquired.

“0Oh, T had an escort,” Sabrina re-
plied. “Mr. Oaks was with me.”

senses at last,” crled Mrs. Falr eesta-
tieally.

“Yea'm, I have," was her daughter's
answer, "and I'm awfully happy,
mamma,”’

FOLLY AS IT FLIES.

1t 18 hard to gee the logle of a sltua-
tion when some other fellow I8 occupy-
Ing It

Pousts are born, not made. The pres-
ent state of the market wouldn't war-
rant thelr manufacture,

The Bultan of Turkey has declared
himself n reformer. Every wicked thing
but his own harem must go.

“Papn, what's twins?' "“Twa chil-
dren of the same age of the same par-
ents.” “Why, 1 thought they was a
philopena.’—Harper's Young People,

The man best qualified to enjoy the
honeymoon 18 the one who hai all the
romance kleked out of him before he
reached that period.—Tammany Times,

Selentista are trying to find what the
effect of a temperature of 400 below zero
would be on tron. The man who at-
tempted to kiss a Boston girl might tell,
—Minneapolle Journul.

TRUTH.

There {s little or no patriotlsm ia pol-
ftica,

Stinginess always plnches Its owner
the hardest.

The devll has various bait to cateh
different fish.

The theater hat In front eauses lots
of back tolk.

Our neighhors aroe those who need
our help most,

Stn I8 never ahle
n ghaddy cont,

You will find every candldnte Is a
friend of Inbor.

Love may never die, but It gets awful
slek gometimes.

Never denounce viee In a winp that
will advertise it

Some people marty bad luek, and
athers Inherlt 1L

Divoree, like the potler, commences
with fomily Jlars,

It takes more than a coat of puadnt to
make a le white.

The ox never gets
In good cempany,

The mnan who losea s never aceused
of not playing falr

After the dark nilght we appreciate
better the bright day.

It's a cross-gralned wife that will
geold in A new honnet.

Heaven lsn't reached by the narrow-
gauge road of eelfishness,

Creed [s about the first thing to get

to buy anythiig but

his horns broken

off {tg knees after o revival,

~“1 do bLelieve you have come to }'aur'

MORGAN & HAMILTON,

Qontractors, Builders,
Rabinet MMakers

(__AND UNDERTAKERS.

FARMINGTON, - NEW MEXICO.

e Farmington Saloon,

. XK. HIT.L,
Proprietor.

Wines, Liguors and Ciars.

¥ LAS ADIDJAS ICE BOR SALE. X
FARMINGTON, - - NEW MEXICO,

o Smelter City Brewing Associaion.

Manufaoturers of

Pure, Wholesome, Home  Brewed Beer, and
the only Pure lce | in the market

Duangs, - - Colorade.
(Good News

0000000

I take this opportunity to announce
that I will be prepared to furnish
water to irrigate the mesa north
of Farmington this Spring.

And I have several more of those

Beautiful z-acre lots

just north of the public school
building, to sell, a 40-acre tract,
two miles from town, and an 80-
acre tract with a
cellar and small

10-acre tr

2-room house,
orchard, also a
good land, well
situated on the county road.

act of

Any onc of these pieces of property is close enough
to the public school for children to attend.

I will sell this land with Ditch Stock to water it at
reasonable prices and on very easy terms.

29000000

For further information apply to owner,

HUGH GRIFFIN,
SR D)

Frank E. 15rew1tt
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